himself away from his game  He was too accustomed to
shots to get excited   It was ]ust the routine of civil war
A fountain of sparks spiang up from the fire as it was
riddled by bullets Still clutching the knave of hearts in
his left hand, the general discharged his revolver with his
right hand and disappeared into the dark
The officers went back to camp Orders rang out The
Cossacks mounted Then silence fell again The con-
spirators waited
Heavy footsteps snapped dead branches With his hairy
chest exposed, and a revolver in his hand, Rezukhin came
forward
'What squadron are you?' he asked the waiting men
'The fifth, General'
'Where's the squadron commander?*
Tresent, General/ replied the officer, without moving
'Send a patrol to my quarters at once I've just been
attacked by somebody or other *
'Very good, General *
'Well, what are you waiting for ?'
The officer made no reply It dawned on Rezukhin that
he was still holding the knave of hearts He felt like
throwing it away, but that would spoil his pack He
clutched the greasy card more tightly, and said
'I ordered you to send a patrol to my quarters Do you
hear me? Answer me1 What's the matter with you?
Have you gone mad? Do you hear me?'
A shot was fired from the ranks The general dropped
The squadron said nothing
One of the officers set off at a gallop for Ungern's camp
Half-way there, he caught sight of Makeev, who was
riding towards him
'Everything went off all nght with us/ he said. 'Did
you finish off the Baron?'
'No/ replied Makeev 'No, no, nof' he repeated, in a
shout, and he set off again
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